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he says that it is his faith, " that every flower
enjoys the air it breathes," and that when the
budding twigs spread out their fan to catch the
air, he is compelled to think " that there was
pleasure there," he expresses a charming poetic
fancy and no more, and it is idle to pretend to
see in it the fountain of a system of philosophy.
In the famous Ode on Intimations of Immortality,
the poet doubtless does point to a set of philo-
sophic ideas, more or less complete; but the
thought from which he sets out, that our birth
is but a sleep and a forgetting, and that we are
less and less able to perceive the visionary gleam,
less and less alive to the glory and the dream of
external nature, as infancy recedes further from
us, is, with all respect for the declaration of Mr.
Kuskin to the contrary, contrary to notorious
fact, experience, and truth. It is a beggarly
conception, no doubt, to judge as if poetry
should always be capable of a prose rendering;
but it is at least fatal to the philosophic preten-
sion of a line or a stanza if, when it is fairly
reduced to prose, the prose discloses that it is
nonsense, and there is at least one stanza of the
great Ode that this doom would assuredly await.